
ThcTragcdic 

lie winnc our ancient right in France againc. 

Or dye a foulcljer as i liu'd a King, 

^io. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring*- 

SnterjoMgrorki,HafiiHgs,CardkiU. 

^«c.Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Torkg, 
PyintRichardoi Ter^jhow fares our noble brother; 
r<»-. Well my deare Lord j fo muft 1 call you now. 
'?n».Ibrothcrtoourgricfe,asitisyoin«; 

Too late he didc that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. ■ 
G/o.How fares our coufen noble Lo.ofTsrj^ ? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds are fall in growth ; 

ThcPrince my brother hath ouc grownc me farre* 
GIoUq hath my Lord, ; /- ■ 

Tor, And therefore is he idle ? 

5^/o.Oh my fairc coufen,! muft not fay fo. 

Tor.Thcn he is more beholding to you then I, 

Glo.Wt may command me as my foueraighe. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor.l pray you V ncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo.hXy dagger litle coufen, with all my heart, 

Pm.A begger brother? 

Tor.Ofmy kind Vncle that I know will gioc. 

And being but a toy .which isno gift to giue. 

Gio. A greater gift then that, ile giue my cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift ? O thats the fword too it. 
gjo.l gentle cofen, were it light enough. 

T ?r.O then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay a beggernay. 

(7/o.Itistoowcighticforyou gracetoweare. ■ 
Tor. I weigbitlightly were it heauier, 
t7/o. What, would you haue my weapon liuiH[.ord ? : 
Tor.l would that ! might thanke you as you call me, 
Glo. Mow ? Tor. Litle. 

Prw.My Lo ;of Tori^ will ftillbecrolfein talke.* 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tor. You meane to beare mc,notto beare with nicJ 
y nek, my brother rao^cs Iwtbyou and 
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of Richard thcThird, 

Becaurethatlamlitklikcan.rfpc.; ^ 

He thinkes that you ftiould beare me on yoUf moulders 
With whata (harpeprouided wit hercalon5>- 

S o mittigatc the fcornehc giuc his vncle, ' : ' 

epretelyand aptly taunts himfclfe: 

So cunning and lb youngis wonderfull. 

^/o.My Lo; wiltpleafcyou palfealong ? 

My fclfc and my goodcoufen 

Will to your mother.to intreat of her 

To mcetyou at the T owcr,and welcome you. 

Tor, What will you goe vnto the Tower my Lord ? 
/’ri».My Lord ProrriZ^r will haue It fo. , ^ 

Tor.l fliallnot flccpci n quiet at the Tower, 

C//o. Wily, what Ibould you fcare ? 

Tor.Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft f 
My G ranam told me he was murdred cherc, 
7ri»,Ifearenovnclcsdcad. , ; 

G/o.Nor none that liucjl hope. : 

Pr/». And ifthey liue, I hope I need not fcare. 'J 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

ExeHnt*Prin,Tor.Haji.^erfmiiHet.BiJh.Buc. 

Bhc. Thinkc you my Lo ; thislitieprating Yorke, 
Whas not incenfed by his fubtilcmother, 

To taunt and fcorne you thusopprobriouily.^ 

<7/o.No doubt,no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold,quickc,ingcnious,forward,capablc, 

He is ail the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Well let them reft ; come hither Catesbjj 
Thou art fworneas dccpely to effed: what we intend, 
£>ss cloftly to conccale what wc impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is itnotan caCe matter 

To make L. of our luinde. 

For the inftalmcnt of thisnoble Duke, 

In the fcate toy all of this famous lie ? 

He for his fathersfake fo leues the Prince, 

♦ thou then of Stanley ,what will he? 


